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Muſic has charms to ſooth a ſavage breaſt, 
To ſoften rocks, and bend a knotted oak. 
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To crave your aid, ye friendly N Nine, 
Humbly I bend before Your ſhrine ; 


F orgive me, if I'm once more found 


| A wand'rer on poetic ground, 
Celeſtial guides! O deign to hear 

' Your vot'ry with auſpicious ear, 
Aſſiſt me in the preſent hour | 


To ling of Muſic s wond rous power! 


Here, vith a look of much ſurpriſe, 


The muſical enthuſiaſt cries, | 
Why ſurely, friend, you do but dream ; 


You'd better Suſe another theme, 


Az — 


—_ 


Some one of the inferior arts, 


More ſuited to your humble parts., = 


| own the counſel may be good, 
And I would take it if 1 could ; 


But when we've once our hobby try'd, 


We long to have a ſecond ride. 
Not chat I with preſumption aim 

To mount the pinnacle of fame, ; 

Or vainly hope with loſty flight | 
1 cer ſhall reach Parnaſſus height ; 
Let round the bottom [ may creep, 


And, if contented there to keep, 


Sometimes my hand may boldly ſtreich 


To pluck thoſe flowers within my reach, 


No candidate for high renown— 


Then pray, good critics, do not frown; 


Surely, without offence, I may 


Pick up thoſe ſcatter'd leaves of bay 


Which worthier bards have thrown away. 
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Muſic _ 


8 3- 
| Muffe, in ev'ry age, we find 
Softens the moſt obdurate mind: 3 
Some writers boldly have averrd 
Its power could tame the ſavage herd. 
That this is truth I'll not diſpute, 


We oftitimes find. a reaſoning brute, VEE 


And ſuch we may with juſtice place 
To mingle with the ſavage race. 
Thi immortal bard of former days, 
Our fax rite Shakeſpeare, ſomewhere ſays, 

The man whoſe dark and gloomy foul 
No pow 'T of muſic can controul, 
Whoſe dull affebtions are not bound 
15 Mov' d by the concord of ſweet ſound, 
Is only fit for artful wiles, 
For treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils. 
The claſſic page or feign'd or true, 
Hiſt'ry prophane and ſacred too, 
Of various clime, and various date, 
The pow'r of harmony relate, 


When 


c 6 ] 
When the firſt pair, completely bleſt, 
The joys of Paradiſe poſleſt, 
; Ere they by mutual guilt became 
Suſceptible of fear or ſhame, 
In perfect innocence array d, 
Through Eden's flow'ry paths they ſtray'd: 
The great apoſtate's envy rais' d, 
As on their bliſsful ſtate he gaz'd, 
Their ſouls impatient to defile, 
Prafis'd the wily ſerpent's guile ; 
Lare d by his counſel to rebel, 
They both by diſobedience fell. 
Ti angelic choir their harps new Sins: 


As Milton once e divinely ſung, 


Awhile ſuſpending hymns of praiſe, 

To mortal ſorrows tun'd their lays, 

In ſweet and ſoothing rains began 
To mourn the fall and woes of man, 
When Joſhua, by divine command, 
Led Iſrael to the Promis'd Land, 


To 
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To Joris banks as they drew nigh, 


0 The ſtream went back, the path was ary, 

Boldly they paſs'd with Heaven their guide, oy 

And ſafely reach d the other tide, - 
Six days did Jericho ſurround, 


| The ſeventh, at the loud trumpet 8 Wound, 


The walls were levell'd with the ground. 
At the command of Iſrael's king, 
When David touch d the trembling ſtring, 
He could the monarch's wrath controul, 
And calm the tempeſt i in his foul. 


When, as compell'd by war's fierce rage, 


Armies are ready to engage, 

Some youthful hero, who before 

Ne 'er heard the thund' ring cannon's roar, 2 
Feels, as he treads tht embattled plain, | 
A tremor run through ev Ty vein; - 

But when the martial trumpet founds 


He knows no fear, nor feels no o wounds, 
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His breaſt with made fir” d, 
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With glorious ardour now inſpir'd, 


| Boldly he ruſhes on to death, 


And for his country yields his Loch; 
A Thebes, as Greck hiſtorians lay, 


| When fam'd Amphion deign d to Play, by 
His warbling lyre ſo pow 'rful prov d, 


Ev'n things inanimate were mov 4, 


Stones grew obedient to the ſound, 


. With 3 joy the wond ring people found 1 8 
5 A lofty wall the place ſurround. 5 


Ev. n thoſe who boaſt what deeds were done 


By Philip $ brave vi dorious fon, 

x Muſt own his bold ambitious mind 

By barmony was much refin d; 
Charm'd by ſweet ſounds, the hero felt 

5 His haughty foul with pity melt. 


But here, my Muſe, I muſt not * PE 


Great Dryden's ſelf, in days of yore, 


Has 


| Fr rom the enchanting Syren $ found 


Had! nev'r eſcap d, unleſs faſt bound, 


[97 


Has ſung, with true poetic fire, 


; The wonders of Timotheus' Iyre. 


When chat unfeeling favage crew, 


Whoſe ſouls no ſpark of mercy knew, 


10 the wide ſeas Arion gave, 


To be the ſport of wind and wave, 


The friendly dolphins gather'd round, 
Charm' d with his pipes melodious ſound, 


Upon their backs his weight they bore, 


And ſafe conduQted him to ſhore. 


Homer, with Pope 8 aſſiſtance, ſays, 


Ulyſles, who i in ancient days 


F or wiſdom Was «fo much renown d, 


Orpheus, as ancient poets tell, 


Redeem' d Euridice from hell: 
Charm d with the ſweetneſs of his hyre, 


Crim Pluto granted his deſire, 


B 55 


And therefore anſuer no good end. 
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Liſten'd attentive to his prayer, 


And gave him back the darling fair. 
At firſt he gave | her back, tis true — 
But ſhall I now the tale purſue ; 
- Perhaps I'd better drop the reſt, 
Since, whiche'er way 1 bs the jeſt, 
Female or male it muſt offen. ] 


May raiſe a i for, but not a friend, | \ 


But here impatiently, & doubt, 


Some of my readers will cry out, 

be, Why ſurely, friend, in ſuch an age, 
When muſic i is ſo much the rage, 

— So far abroad you need not roam, 
Proofs may be ſound much nearer home. | 
1 own this pleaſing ruth is clear, 
is now the fourth returning year 
Since Britain's 8 great and happy land, 


Bless d with a num. rous matchleſs band, 


Whoſe 


re 
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Whoſe wond'rous {kill, ſucceſsful try'd, 
: Has rival'd all the world beſide. 

No more Italia boaſts the prize, 
Albion Wall now ſuperior riſe, 

In arts, in pow 6 in fame increaſe, 


| Dreaded i in war, admir di in peace. 


But now, my Muſe, 'tis time to raiſe 


The tribute of our grateful praiſe 


To him who taught this favour d clime 
The beauties of the true ſublime, 
5 To him who taught a Briton' s ears. 


Do enjoy the muſic of the ſpheres. 


How ſhall x my weak and Wadi lays, : 5 


Immortal Handel! ! ſpeak thy praiſe, 

Great maſter of th harmonic art, 
Whoſe ſounds could touch the hardeſt heart, 
Diſarm the tyger of his 1 rage, 


Our ſorrows booth, our pains alſuage, 5 


Could harmonize the human ſoul, 


And ev Ty anxious thought controul, 
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Thy matchleſs kill, thy pow'r divine, 


Makes ev'n religion brighter ſhine, 


| Shews us the path our Saviour trod, 


| And elevates the ſoul to God. 


In the celeſtial realms above, 


Thi abode of harmony and love, 


Where our Redeemer has prepar' d 


The righteous man a Juſt reward, 
Where ev Ty good and virtuous mind 
An ample recompenſe ſhall find, 

If tis permitted chere to know 


5 What paſſes in | this vale of woe, 


11 happineſs can know increaſe 
In regions of eternal peace, 


Say, Handel, much. reſpebted made! 


What raptures muſt thy ears invade, 


To hear the blind, the ſick . the lame, 


| Their various benefits proclaim; 


And Join to eternize thy name. 


* All. tas to the large Jonations received by the different 
Hoſpitals from the Commemoration of Handel, 
What 
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What bleſs' d efſefts of Muſic' s pow'r 


We ſee conſpicuous ev 5 hour ; 
Numbers, almoſt worn out with pain, 
Reſtor” d to life, to health again; ; 
The wretch with ſickneſs fore oppreſs' d, TE 
1 By griping penury depreſs "Y 
A prey to want, ov'rwhelm'd with rien 
8 From pleaſure' $ channel finds relief : 
For, ah! the giddy thoughtleſs throng, 
Led by the midnight dance and ſong, 
Who nev * r for ſuffering merit felt, - 
Their hearts with tender pity melt, 
To public pleaſure ſlaves they live, 
When faſhion calls they freely give. 


Perhaps this truth will more avail, 


: : It tis embelliſh d with a tale. 


Then, gentle reader, if you pleaſe, 
We 1 ſay * twas at my Lady Gs, 
Or A—'s or B's, tis juſt the ſame, 


No matter for the real name, 
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A faſhionable party met, 
Some play d quadrille and ſome picquet, 
While others of a different taſte, 
Who thought time ſpent at cards was waſte, 
: In a ſnug corner held debate 


To ſettle the affairs of Nate. 


Treaties of commerce, one averr d, 


Were moſt imprudent and abſurd. 
1 Another with like warmth replied, 
= And argued on the other fide, 
Boldly affirm” 4 with caſe he could 
Prove it Was for the public good. 
Some ſhook their heads, but nothing ſaid, 
As of the conſequence afraid. 
While others, of a prudent bent, 


To time and patience left th event. 


on 1g; next debate was held, 


: Each breaſt with indignation ſwell' YE 


Their thoughts with candour were expreſs d, 


Courtier and patriot both confeſod 


That 
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- That, if the charge was juſt and clear, 


No ſentence could 55 too ſevere. 


Another fer, not far from theſe, 


Whom cards nor politics could pleaſe, 
| Whole thoughts were all on ſcandal bent, 
Or to retail it or invent : 1 85 

All were impatient to relate 
Which of their friends had fall'n of late: 
What couple were molt like to part 


Through jealouſy's envenom'd dart; 1 


Whoſe debts of honour were too large 


by F or their whole fortune to diſcharge ; 
While each proteſted, in their turn, 
The ſtory gave them great concern, 
But to their ſorrow they muſt on 
N The world was now ſo vicious grown 5 
| They ſcarce with prudence. could defend 
The conduQ of their deareſt friend. 


Thus ſcandal, cards, and politics, 
We ſee in one ſmall circle mix, EI 
Whiie 
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| While time, that will for no man ſtay, 


| Glides imperceptibly away. 


| Worthy, who ang had filent ſat, 


Nor mingled i in the Various chat, 

. Scandal he hated, could not joke, 5 
And always to the purpoſe ſpoke, 
Finding, as ſometimes is the caſe, 
A gen ral pauſe had taken place, 
Juſt as the ſnuff-boxes appear d, 

; Begg' d for a moment to be heard. 
. Ladies and gentlemen, faid he, 
Perhaps you'll think I make too free; 
But what I now ſhall introduce 55 7 
| Will ſurely plead its own excuſe, 
11 is a caſe of great diſtreſs, 
5 Which your good- nature may redreſs = 
An honeſt man, in life 8 decline, 
5 To ſay the truth—a friend of mine ; 
For though he's now reduc'd ſo low, 


I'm not aſham'd to call him ſo, 


Since 
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Since by an unforeſeen event 

No human prudence could prevent, 
No vice or tolly of his own, 

From fortune's 8 fickle lap he $ thrown; 1 


But 1 m convinc 'd, in ſuch a caſe, 


That poverty is no diſgrace, 


And ſhall (whatev'r my ſtate) I hope, 


| : Continue ſtill to think with Pope, 


An honeſt man God 8 nobleſt work, 

Be he a Chriſtian, Jew, « or Turk. 

Here Worthy paus d, the gen” rous few 
With eager haſte their purſes drew, 5 
| Beſtow' d their bounty with a look 
Which true benevolence beſpoke. | 
The ſmalleſt gift will always pleaſe, * 
When offer'd with a graceſul/caſe ; 1 
: But if a harſh reproof i is join d, 

N From an illiberal haughty mind, 

Though large the boon, It furely muſt 


Create a permanent diſguſt, 


C A gentle 


But vain, alas! th' ' example prov” 'd, 
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A gentle tear of ſympathy 


Adorn'd each worthy giver's eye, 
Freely they gave the ſhining ore, 


Their en pleas d, their manner more. 


The circle ſill remain d unmov d; 
No gen'rous thoughts inſpir'd their breaſt, 
: No kind concern their looks expreſt, 


No pang they felt for others grief, 


Nor dropt a tear, nor gave relief, 


Each fram d ſome triling vague excuſe, 


But kept their gold for other uſe. 


Poor Flavia 5 cards had run ſo croſs 


She never ſhould redeem her loſs, 
Each night her luck grew worſe and worle, 
To prove it, ſhew' d an empty purſe, 
| She bad not t leſt a ſingle ſous. 
But was this declaration true ? 3 


; True—why can Flavia ever Tye: L 


Have patience, friend, and v we ſhall try. 


Selfiſh, 
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Selfiſh, who never touch' d a card, 


| Complain d the times were very hard, 
| Some others too might have a friend 


Whom they would wiſh to recommend, 


— 


And thoſe whoſe fortunes were but 1 
Could not afford to give to all; . 
Then, ſhould he now his mite beſtow, 


He might be alle d again you know. | 


Apologizing i in his turn, 


Clodio affected much concern: * 


5 An ugly circumſtance, he ſaid, 


| Compell d him to withhold his aid; 


For, having once been nick dovaix d 


By one his bounty had reliey'd, 


In his reſentment he had ta en 


| An oath he 1 ne'er would give again ; : 


It ſurely never ſhould be broke. 


Thus all with equal pains, we ſee, 
Strive to advance a different plea, 


C 2 


He own 4 das raſh, but when once took : 


The 


233 eres * 
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| F rom church on that harmonious day. 


. 7 90 9 


The ſame their motive, young or old, 


1 avoid offence, yet keep their gold. 


A ſecond filence now enſu d, 


F. or conſcience ſometimes will be rude, 
And ſoftly whiſper i in our ear 


What we perhaps are loth to hear. 


Clodio obſery' d. a gen ral gloom 


Had ſpread itſelf throughout the room, 


Which he | in hopes to clear away, 
Nam d the Commemoration- day; 83 


Said, it would certainly be more 


Complete than ever known before, 


Since never yet did any land 


: Collect ſo large, fo fine a band. 


The ſubje& prov d a pow 'rful charm 


| The coldeſt boſom there to warm, 
A mile on ev ry face appear „ 
5 No name but Handel's now was heard: 


Sure none who'd taſte would keep away 


Thoſe 


*Twas extacy, 'twas ſomething more, 


E 
Thole who were there the year before, 


Expreſo d their raptures o'er and o'er, 


"Twas what, they one and all confeſs, 


Few can conceive, and none expreſs. 


Some of the circle mourn'd their fate, 


For tickets they apply'd too late, 8 
And now ſhould be compell d to ſtay : 
| At leaſt until the ſecond day; . 
8 But Clodio, to relieve their care, 
Said be had got a few to ſpare, 5 


5 And ever held i it as his creed 


To ſerve his friends i in time of need: 


5 Pleayd with the news, they round him crowd, 


N one could be heard, all talk'd ſo loud. 


Not unobſerv'd by Worthy $ eye, 


Flavia among the reſt drew nigh, 


Though juſt before of al bereft, 
Now found ſhe had a guinea left. 


Selfiſh 


r 22 7 DE + | 
; Selfiſh conſeſv' the price was high, 


But then it was for as d 


And ſurely, when the cauſe was ſuch, „„ 


| No feeling perſon could think much; 8 Tg 
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As for himſelf, he muſt declare | 

No other motive drew him there. 8 ö 

To his remark they all aſſent, „„ 

Twas a moſt laudable intent, - 5 | 

And ſurely notions lo ref d „ TO 1 
Beſpoke a charitable mind. 3 | 
| | | Thus ſome, to pleaſe their ear or eye, 1 1 | 
: 2 Aſſume the maſk of charity. | 
bo Hold, cries my reader, you appear et 


| In my opinion een, | | 
| 
'F None ſhould preſume. to throw the ſtone 


Till free from follies of their own. 


This dodrine I ſhall not diſpute, 


— 
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5 Nor argue whets J can't confute. 
$ 6 


| Then, pr 'ythee, frown not, om friend, 2 


7 ve no intention to offend, 
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The portraits may be falſe or true, 


= Then why ſuppoſe them drawn for you, 


Or think that cap was made for one 


e Which hundreds may with caſe your on. ; 


As J ve already ſaid above, 


My only motive 1s to prove 

What wonders melody performs, | 
What frozen breaſts with pity warms, 
What glow of ſympathy imparts 


Een to the moſt unfeeling hearts. 


0 may thele wonders Rill appear 


In this and each ſucceeding year! 


Still may the fick, the lame, the blind, 


The balmy ſiveets of comfort Ga! 1 


In this be Britain: 8 worth diſplay” d, 


80 ſhall a juſt reſpef be paid, 


Immortal Handel! to thy . 


